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Nay now difpatch;twas 1 that kild King Henry; 

But twas thy heauerfy face that (et me on: itfcrofbe U 
Take vp the fwor/f again e or take vp me. p' .thefm 

La. Arife ^flcmbler, though I wifh thy death, 
lvvillnoVbethecxecutionei:. ^ ■ 

Glo, Then bid me kill mV fclfe,and I will do it. 

La. I hauealreadie. - ad v.li 

G L>, Tufh that was in thy rage, 

Speake it againc, and euen with the word, 

Thathand which for thy loue did kill thy lour, .... N 
Shall for thy louejkill a farre truer loue: 

T o both their deaths thou fhal t be accedfaric. 

La, IwQuldlkhevvthyh'eait. 

Glo, Tis figured in my tongue* 

La. I fe^c^raebotharefalle.' -n 

Glo, Then Deuce was man true. a- r : ~ 

La, W ell.welhput vp your fword, 

Glo. Say then nay peace ii made , . ■ 

La. That fhall you know hereafter. 

C/^VTut I fliailluiein hope. 

La. Ajlmen lhslpchuefo. 

G ol. V ouchfa fe to w.care this ring. 

La. T o take, is not to giue. 

Glo. Lookc ho W this ring lncompaffeth thy finger, 
Euen fo thy bread inclofeth my poore heart. 

Weare both of th.em,for bothof them are thine. 
And if thy poore fuppliant may 
But-beg one.fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doelfconfirmehishanmneilcfor euer: 
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And prefently repaire to Crosbie place. 

Where afterlhaue folemnely interred 
At'Chertfie monnftcrv this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 

I will with all expedient dutie fee you: 

For diuers vnknowne reafons,! befeech you 
Grant me this boone. 

L a. With all my heart, and much it ioyes me too. 

To fee you are become fo penitent: 

Treffill andBarkley go alongwith me. 

Glo, Bid me farewell. 

La. Tismore then you deferuc: 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you. 

Imagine 1 haue faid farewell already . Exit, 

G?o, Sirs take vp the corfe. 

Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord* 

Glo. No, to white Friers .there attend my comming. 

Was euer woman in this humour woed? Exeunt, manet 61. 
Was euer woman in this huniior wonne? 

He haue her.but I will not keepe her long. 

Wharf that kild her husband and hw father. 

To take her in her hearts c-xtreameft heate: 

With curfcs in her mouth,teates in here) es, 

The bleeding w'ltnefle of her hatred by, 

Hauing God, her confcience,and thefebarsagainlt me. 
And I nothing to backe my fuitat all , 

But the plaine Diuell and diflembling lookes, ■ 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing. Hah? 

Hath fhe forgot alreadie that brauc Prince • 

Edward, her Lord, whom 1 forae three moncths fince 
Stabd in my angrie moode at T cwxbury? 

A Tweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Fiamd ini the prodigjflitie of nature^ 

Yong, valiant, wife, and no doubt right royall, 

The fpacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will lhee yet debafe her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of this fvvectc P rince, 

•Vnd made her vviddow to a wofull bed? 
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